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drink in the road puddles, and sit, fearless flashing off
their velvet wings a blue as of that empyrean which
is "dark by excess of light."

Down again through cultivated lands, corn and
clover, flax and beet, and all the various crops with
which the industrious German yeoman ekes out his
little patch of soil. Past the thrifty husbandman
himself, as he guides the two milch-kine in his tiny
plough, and stops at the furrow's end, to greet you
with the hearty German smile and bow; while the
little fair-haired maiden, walking beneath the shade
of standard cherries, walnuts, and pears, all grey with
fruit, fills the cows' mouths with chicory, and wild
carnations, and pink saintfoin, and many a fragrant
weed which richer England wastes.

Down once more, into a glen; but such a glen as
neither England nor America has ever seen; or, please
God, ever will see, glorious as it is. Stangrave, who
knew all Europe well, had walked the path before;
but he stopped then, as he had done the first time, in
awe. On the right, slope up the bare slate downs,
up to the foot of cliffs; but only half of those cliffs
God has made. Above the grey slate ledges rise cliffs
of man's handiwork, pierced with a hundred square
black embrasures; and above them the long barrack-
ranges of a soldier's town; which a foeman stormed
once, when it was young: but what foeman will ever
storm it again What conqueror's foot will ever tread
again upon the "broad stone of honour," and call
Ehrenbreitstein his ?